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lie Tr Age die of 

But for thy world enioving but this land, 

Is it not more then fliame to fhame it fo? 

Land-lord of England art thou now not, not King, 

Thv ftateoflaw is bondflaueto thelaw, 

And thou. . J 

King. Ah lunatickc leane-witted foole. 

Prefuming on an Agues priuiledge. 

Pared with thy frozen admonition 
Makepale our cheeke, chafing the royall blood 
■Withnjrie from his natiue rcfidence. 

Now by my Scates right roy allmaieftic 
Wert thou not brother to great Edwards fonne. 

This tonguethatrunnes fo roundly in thy head, 
Should runne thy head from thy vnreuerent fhouksers. 

Gaunt .Oh.fpare me not my brother Edwards fonne. 
For that I was his father Edwards fonne : 

That blood already, like the Pellican, 

Haft thou tapt and drunkenly carowft: 

My brother Gloctfler, plaine wcllmcaningfeule, 
Whom faire befall in heauen mongft happy foulcs, 
May be a prefident and witnes good. 

That thou rcfpettft not fpilling Edwards blood. 

Ioyne with the prefent ficknes that I haue. 

And thy vnkindnes be like crooked age. 

To crop at once atoo long withered flower. 

Liue in thy lhame,but die not lhame with thee : 

Thefc Wordes hereafter,thy tormentors be: 

Conuay me to my bedythen to my graue, 

Louc they toliuc,thatloue and honour haue. 

King. Andlctthcm die,thatageand fullenshaue. 
For both haft thou, and both become the graue. 

Yorke. I do befeech your Maieftie impute his words 
T o wayward ficklynes and age in him : 

He loues you on my life, and holdes you deere. 

As Harry Duke of Herford, were hcheere. 


Exit. 


King. Right, you fay true j as fJtrferdslQUcfo his : 
As their$,fo miae,and oc as it is. 
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lichtrd the Seceni, 

Sftrth. My Liege, eld Cjaunt commends him to your Ma- 
King. ’Whatfayesheei (ieftie 

Tgortb. Nothing, all is fay cf; 

His tongueis now a ftringleftc inftrument, 
Wordesihfe^nifalhold Lancafler hath fpent. 

Torke. Be York? the next that muft bebanckrout fo. 
Though Death be poorest ends a mortall wo. 

King. The ripeftFruite firft falles, and fo doth he$ 

His time is fpent, our pilgrimagemuft be : 

So much for that. Now for our JrrjtfW arres : 

We muft fupplant thofe rough rug-headed kernes. 

Which liue like venome,whcre no venome elfe 
But onely they,haue'priuiledge to liue. 

And for. thefc great affay res do aske fomc charge. 
Towards our afsiftancc we dofeaze to vs. 

The Plate, Coyne, Reucneues.andmoucables 

"Whereof our Vnckle Q aunts did ftand pofleft. 

York f. How long {hall I be patient? Ah how long 
Shall tender duetiemakemefufFer wrong? 

NotGloceftcrs death, nor Herfords baniftiment. 

Nor Gaunts rebukes, nor Englands priuatc wrongs. 

Nor the preuention of poore Bulhngbrooke 
About his marriage, nor my o-wne difgrace, ’ 

Haue euer made mefovvermy patient cheeke. 

Or bend one wrinckle on my Soueraigues face : 

I amthelaftofthe noble Edwards fonnes, 

Of whom thy father Prince ofW ales was firft. 

In Warre, was neuerpion ragde more fierce: 

In Peace, was neuer gentle Lanibe more milde 
Then was that y oung and princely Gentleman t 
His face thou haft, for euen fo lookt he, 

Accomplifht with a number of thy houres j 
But when he frowned, it was againfttheFrench, 

And not againft his Friendes : his noble hand 
Did winne what he did fpend,and fpent not drat 
Which his triumphant Fathers hand had \yonne: 

His hands were guiltie of no kinred blood, 

But bloody with the enemies of his kinne. 
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